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Mary ran to the window again as soon as he left the room; she thirsted for the free air, and her eyes devoured the vast landscape which lay spread out before them, anticipating the moment when she should once more tread the heather as free as the air itself. It seemed to her that once her liberty was restored, she would never more immure herself within palace walls, but would spend her days roaming through the fields. But amidst, her exuberant delight, she was seized from time to time with a strange sinking at the heart; at such moments she turned to Mary Seaton seeking new inspiration in her strength, and the maiden spoke words of encouragement, rather from a sense of duty than from conviction.
Interminable as the hours seemed to the Queen, they passed, one by one; towards afternoon, a few light clouds were floating across the sky, and the Queen joyfully pointed them out to her attendant. Mary Seaton rejoiced at their appearance, not because of the imaginary favorable augury which the Queen sought to draw from them, but because it was of the utmost importance that the sky should be overcast, so that their flight might be made easier by the darkness.
The dinner hour arrived while the prisoners were following the course of the moving masses of vapor. A Half-hour of constraint and dissimulation ensued, which was the more distressing because William Douglas, doubtless to show his appreciation of the Queen's affability in the morning, felt called upon to indulge in some formal complimentary remarks, which forced her to take a more active part in the conversation than her preoccupation was inclined to permit. However, Douglas seemed not to notice her persistent absence of mind, and everything went off as at breakfast.
Once more the Queen hurried to the window as soon